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And he turned, and in a whisper advised those at
the table to come and have a peep.
"I never saw anything like him before, and I
thought I knew all the castes/' he said in a low voice.
"Isn't he a rum un?"
Out in the brilliant sunlight of the garden by the
edge of a big bed of crotons a small man stood looking
at them fixedly. His dirty flannel coat, much too large
for him, was a mass of folds and tucks. On his head
was a gigantic red turban. An enormous wooden
rosary hung like the chain of a Lord Mayor round his
neck. Pencil cases, pen, seals and charms were sus-
pended from an embroidered girdle. His baggy green
trousers were drawn in at the ankles about scarlet
wooden shoes. His yellow wrinkled face was dis-
tinctly Mongolian, his eyes mere slits.
"What an extraordinary looking man," gasped
Maud. " Fve never seen one like him before."
" I have," said Mrs Nixon.
"Where?" asked her son, eagerly.
"At Drury Lane once," replied his mother.
" The most extraordinary thing about him to me,"
remarked Nixon, "is the fact that when I tell him
to go, he won't. ... Go away!" he shouted again in
Malay.
" This man spiks not Malay, master," said Robert
"Him Indian."
" Try him in Tamil," suggested Mrs Nixon.
The butler shook his head. " Him a rogue, sir-. .,
He no spik my language when he doesn't wish under-
stand. All he understand then is language of Tibet
,,. He know nobody spik that. ., . Goo away!"